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ACT I. 


IL-7 with i 
— . — 


H. rv i. the peafane's ben 
If he know to prize it: 
Comfort lodges in a cot, 
Then let none defpile it. 
Wholeſome toil and frag rant air 
Poor peaſantry 
Are merry and full of enjoyment z 
In all their tate, 
Are drooping for want of employment. 


43 Diego. 
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Diego. Here comes Signor Lopez, head man 
the Chief Inquiſitor of the province, Don 
Lara. Stand back, ſtand back, and pay your h 
ble obedience to him. (They fall back, and bew © | 
Lopez as he enters } 1 | 

Lopez. Save you, fave you. (They bow again.) 
Ah, that will do; that is quite enough, good people. 
It is really a tormenting thing to be a man of ſuch 
conſequence. I don't wonder now, that the Eaſtern 
monarchs ſuffer themſelves to be ſeen fo ſeldom; 
for, in truth, the homage that attends great- 
nefs is very trouble ſome to men of indolent habits. 

Diego. | am glad to ſee your Honour look fo well 
to-da y. 

Diego. I hope that your Honour likes theſe parts, 
and that you be not diſpleaſed with the folk here- 


E 


about. | Foo x 
Lopez, Why, as to theſe parts, honeſt Diego, 
they are - Valencia is a pretty 


ince ; but for the neighbourhood, m 
fellow, that, you muſt ſuppoſe, is moſt . — 
to 2 man like me, uſed not only to the fociety of 
Madrid, but who have lived in London and Paris. 
You may well conceive how wretched is my condi- 
tion, if you conſider that, with all my talents and in- 
formation, I am ſometimes forced, for want of better 
company, to come and fit a whole hour with fuch a 
bumpkin as you. Ir is hard, isn't ir. 

Diego. I am forry we entertain you ſo badly; but 
8 beſt, and always feel your company a vaſt 

our. 

L:$ez. That | confider, and therefore put up with 
all deficiencies. I am reaſonable, ind know how to 


make allowances. Pray have you ſeen the two 
| rangers 


ry OO ²˙ r 


Le 


underſtand for you ! Mark me— ou are of the 
kingdom of Valencia, I of Caſtille—yet we are both 
Spaniards. —So one of theſe ftrangers is of England, 


the other of Ireland; which though different iſlands, 


yet the natives of both own one countr e king 
—and (this in your ear, Diego) will, with one 
heart, defend their country and king againſt all 
the reſt of the world. Here come two miſcrable- 
looking Hidalgos—fellows, that live in dirt and 
poverty, from the fear of debafing their noble de- 
ſcent, by honeſtly earning a whole coat and a good 


Tee 


(wwithout.) If you don't move me more 
break every bone in your ſkins, you v 


Sir Stur. 


= 
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| toſſed off the fourth bottle. 
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Lopes. There is a voice for a man in a conſfump- 


Servants.) 


(Sir Sturdy is wheeled on in an invalid chair by twe 


— Even this little bit of a motion is too great 2 fa- 
K ü Come hither, Pat. f 
\ ar tell me, don't I look 


y faith, your honour, ic muſt be a 
corpfe that died of a ſcarlet fever then—for your gi | 
look as rofy as Father O'Flanagan's, when he has 


Loses. Not but | am perf.Qly aware that ſome 
perſons might miſtake that ruddy complexion. 
tom—a 


hectie glow 
Les. Yes, t 


hat is juſt what ſuppoſe 
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the fallen Hidalgo.) Away, 


(Exit ſecond 4.5 


— What occafioned this encounter ? | 


Da You ſhall hear. 
S > But firſt let me feat myſelf, or I ſhall 


eek with ſuch eaſe, he is not in much 


Ganger 


of faking ther himſclf 
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Sir Kur. Oh the vagabonds ! I wiſh I had been 
with you—nor that, in my feeble ſtate, I could have 
rendered any ſervice. ä 


a pity ! | 
power on earth could enable me to 


| . Oh, yes, yes, and I think you might even 
* take a little walk with me, only for a 
mile 


Su Kur. A mile or ſo! Not three paces, if it 
were to gain me the wealth of both Indies. 

Daft. Perhaps fo ; I know you are not covetous; 
| bur beauty, angelic beauty, a allure you. 
Sir Stur. Oh, | am in a pretty ſtate for beauty to 
_ have any effect on me 
Daſh. Then your caſe is indeed. lam 
Reartily forry for it, and FI tel 12 

Sir Stur Eh! what did you ſay of Jaquel ina? 
4 Daſhington very activ: y. 
Daf. | ſaid | ſhould te II Jaquelina. 

Sir Stur. Ah! you mean if yon ſhould happen to 
fee that dear creature after | am dead. | 
Daſh. If I don't fee ber till after you are dead, 

your conſum ion muſt be a galloping one. 

Six Stur. : 

Dafh. I only mean that you muſt die ir a devil 

of a hurry, tor | am to fce Jaquelina in a few 

| hours. 

_ x Wha! fre Þqncken in a few hours! 

(Stan ting up. ) i 
Ty Bicſs my foul, you are on your legs again! | 

But be compeſ.d—fit down my dear fellow; * 


& COMIC OPERA. | 13 


do yourſelf harm—Good bye—Tl tell you all ano- 
ther time. 


„ur. d enn ast laquelina. 
Where is ſhe, my dear friend ? 


Kur. Pi! —— 
22 
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This very 


Dal. 


2 


| 


| 


mon cher 
[Exeunt. 


know all; but 
if that were 


you ſhall 
„I could 
get a fig of her. 7 


your invalid chair—You won't 
Alus, 


fret you 


I am to be a reverend friar for the ac- 
raſh as ro wa 


Come 


De 


a 


J. you 


Sir Stur. 

Dad. And 
eaſion. 
Sir Sturd 

Sir Kur. Walk! 
the only way to 


De ſo 


- 
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Enter Alphonſo, from the Cottage. 


Alph. Now to my painful taſk, of ſceking com- 

merce with that hated being man, to 

means of eking out a life of wretchedneſs. Were [ 
| not forced by nature's wants to the deteſted inter- 
ight be ſheltered in this friendly ſolitude 
my eyes abhor, and iny heart ſickens: 


4 2X _ #4. & ii ͤ Ac. £5. ͤ na 


at—a human face. (Lopez comes forward. Ha 
What! hunted to my very den! beaſt of prey is 
chaſed by man with ſuch unwearicd ardour as he 
purſues his fellow. 

Lien My maſter ſent me, Sir. Good Hea- 
vens! I furely know that face. My Lord Al- 
phonſo ? | 


Lier. Chief of the Inquiſitionof Valencia, 
_ £lph. What, is that tribunal grown impolitie 
in erueltr. to ſeek à wretch like we to wreak its 
gea on? Thoſe who delight in humas 
ſhould fingle out the happy, and force the 
groan of anguiſh from the heart that ne'cr knew 
| but rapture: I am fo pre-eminent in wretch- 
» ednefs, that I can look with tranquil eye on all the 
horrors of the infernal courr—miinamed the Holy! 
Can its gloomy caverns terrify the man who loaths 
of dav? can eternal filence be a puniſh- 
him to whom all converſe with mankind 
or can the flames which fold * 


the 
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the victim of its wrath, equal the fire which burns 
within my boſom ?—No, no ; the flames which kin- 
dle ac th ke, poſſeſs the mercy too to counteraRt 
nce that ewploys them, and foon conſign 
_ erer to eternal | gas while bere, here in 
| 4 heart, a n. ore painful rages, and 
yet will not deſtroy. 

Lopes. | mourn the cauſe of your diſtreſs, my 
Lord, whatever it be; but I was ſent to you to 
bear the greetings of my maſter, and expreſs his 
_ with for your knowing you only by re- 
port, as one who ſcemed of noble bearing, and 
unhappy ; but when he ſhall find it is the Coum 


Peace ! peace? that name no more: be 
hateful to me. And who are you, that 


found is 
know me thus ſequeſtered and diſguiſe d? 
Lopes. My Lord, 1 was once your fervane, and 
honoured 
member 
1 


Lap i Mil you may, perhaps, re 


do remember you; quitted 
to travel w 2 wich; my brather. 5 


Lopes. My Lord! 


horrid rouch upon the trembling nerve moſt ſenfi- 
tive to mortal agony, has ſent thee to perform his 


ſunctions? Begane, thou agent of a ficnd's malig- , 


' 

* Loes. My Lord, Heaven knows 3 mean nt 
A. Why then unfeelingly proclaim the event 

w which Lowe f mir t ons 


0 ron 


- 


Alok. What dæmon that delights to preſs with 


4a a _ at 
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A e T foul! and you make = 
portly x my kind of a Pier ye 
Daſh. Yes;.and | have put on the habit of 6 


— > — 


What! when che womens you love i 
is 


leap into your arms ? 
You are 
= | an odd 
a Kur. It clearly convinces me that all is 
3 — ; 0 
rr 

; Fl go 
Mind that you 


$Sonc.—Sir | 
Sturdy O'Tremos. 


Oh! what a great flutter i . 
10 2 * 
doe ſurely an ague Pve got, g 
| dryers a cold one, and ſometimes 
a heigho! &c. "_— 


My nerves all fo fri 
—— learning St. Vitus = 
* 2 hcigho! &c. 0 
4 hor ney PS 
words I would utter they flick i wen 
"With a heigho! & c· 
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As ſure al live, Pm is daagerof death, 
| Far no fign ſo ſure as ſtoppage of breath 2 
—— &c. 
comes and goes too, fo ſtrangely, goed lack 
I fear it will go, and will acver come back; 
With a heigho! &e. 


But when I my charmer ſhall fee, 
—— nd gs 

Ob! let her bright eyes deam on me, 
Then pleaſure will tingle in every veig. 


And ence let me call her my own, 
Rapture will crown me by day and by night; 

— — — WON 
Oh! I mall die with delight! 


SCENE IV. 


— and Sir Sturdy enter. 


Das. Now, unleſs 1 fucceed in managing the 
Cerberus of = gardener, and ger him 10 chen the 


n 
r Up. 


(as. 


garden gate, her eſcape is 3 — 


we # 


Arn. Jaquelina from « Window is the Convent.” 


Who, free from Paſſion's ſway, 
No wiſh beyond theſe walls betrays, 
Nor wifts one figh away: 
Oh then lis heaven here to dwell, | | 
For lerarhe cheer her lonc ly cell. I 


A victim here has brought, 

While abſent cv*ry thought: 
Oh then tis horror here to dwell, | 
For dæ mons haunt her diſmal ec li. | * 
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you ſure that is the key ? [Offering ts 
Am I fure ? Yes | am ſure, and I won't be © 
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Ded. Are 
take it.) 
AS 


account any more. mrs -4j 


= 


1 1 


ſatisfied. 


you 


clear you are an honeſt 
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or the next to it, or all Spain, you 
man—[ muſt be better — 


* 
* 
T 


1 
— 
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: 


! 


ji 
1 


5 
f 


N 


11 


3 


Daſh. While the roſe's ſweet fragrance with ple 


With wane roſy juice let the taſte be 
regaF's. 
Juan. Agreed ; and to prove my regard for the 


Tn driak till Tve painted its tints on my 
noſe. 


Daſh. Now's your time. (In @ whiſper to Sir Sturdy | 


awhile is drinking. 
By Bos, —— — 


Daſh. (To Juan.) Come let us drink till we we | 
Da ſhington 


fure's exhaPd, 5 


at ©» cc _ - 
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ſhington goes up 10 Juan, and fands in frech a 
—_ as SC up his wiew of ti gate, while 
fan. What a flavour! bow delicious! 
| ir Stur. (In the garden to que lina) Quick, my 
love, the * is r 
Daft. Fill again.— 72 Oh, how alarming ! 
Juan. By 2 Les wine is charming iN 
is Stur. Pauſe no more. (T1 Jaqj—Da/h. (To 
Juan] Nay, don't give over. 
Oh, I fear to truſt my fate. 
r Stur. Can you doubt your faithful lover? 
Tuan. Now, TIl lock the garden gate. 
Sir Stur. All is loſt then — Da. (To Juan.) N, not 
yet, man. 
Sir Stur. Leap, or it will be too late. 
Dai. Sure the bottle you'll not quit, man; 
Tuan But III lock the garden gate 
Jer Spread your arms then to receive me. 
Sir Stur. Boidly leap, and nothing fear. (She les. 
Juan. What's that norte ?- Dai. There's none, 
believe me. 
Hark! again a noiſe I hear. 
Daſh. Poh ! your brain with wine is heated. 
Juan. Ha! a window open too. 
Daſh. Pha! What folly!— Juan. Oh, Fm cheat: d 
Help! here, help, Im trick'd by you. 
Dai. Ceaſe your bawling (To Juin.—Now, or 
never. (To Sir Stuidy in the garden.) 
Sir Stur ö Coming out | or I'm bound to you for 
and 


- 
3 


of the 


eee. 
Jag. garden. Sir, Tm bound to you for ever. 
Dafh. Fly, your ſafety lies in diſtance. Toms Sir 
Sturdy and Jaquclina.) 


Tuan, Help! Oh, belp here! Some aſſiſtance! 


(Gong into the garden, Daſkingion fol- 
hewing. ) 


Dofh. 


26 


„. Win chat curs d 
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Daft. Silence, filence - Juan. Murder ! fire! 


never tire ? 


Whenee this noiſe? Why thus alarm us? 
Here am I, a pris'ner faſt. 

Did rhis man intend to harm us ? 

Ves; and there he's ſafe at laſt. 

Ladies, I no harm e'er meant you. 

I'm a ſober modeſt man. 


CHORUS. 
What but miſchief here has ſent you? 


Juan. Now be jogging if you can. 


CHORUS. 
—— der, 
No good, tis cerrain, ne ths hows 
A rg his intent, 

And he Il meet due puniſhment. 
(Daſhington joins in the chorus, and finge. 
No villanous is clear, | 
That drunken r | lock'd me here; 
Not facri 


legious my 
And I defy your puniſhment. 
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Vil. But, pardos me if I ſay you feem to be con» 
ſtant ui out re fon. 


Teo. Mom n, you know, will have their whimg.' 


Many arc inconitant without reafor ;: my whim is at 
any rat» the moſt harmleſs. 

F.. Bu corfider he failed in his appointment when 
you hd conſented te elope with him. He broke his 
wore, | | 

Lea That was very ſhorking, to be ſure. Bur as 
I was the perſon wronged, I conceive | have a right 
to torgive if | pleaſe : beſides, | will never believe 
that he intended to deceive me. No; he is of « 
country too generous to abuſe his conqueſts. The 
vanquiſhed in war, the Briton treats with humanity ; 
will he then fail in tenderneſs to the heart that love 
ay, a woman in love can always make 


* 
158 U 


The hope which animates my heart, 
And makes me ev'ty fear diſmiſg— 
Deceitful jo ne er impart ; 
No, 's the harbinger of bliſs. 


So, when at eve, in tints of gold 
The radiant clouds adorn the ſkies, 
They thus prepare us to behold 
The merrow's ſun in ſplerdor riſe. th 
» 


a © a ew 
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Yes, L'il indulge the dear belief, 
That happy morrows are in ſtore, 
And truit that voice which tells me grief 
Shall never hount my boſom mere. 


Here comes my old ſour-faced and yet, to 


fay the ruth of him, he is like the cocoa-nut, a 


ragged outſide with a milky kernel. 
Don Miguel de Lara enters, attended by inferior 
Leonora and Viictta, and ſeats himſelf at a 
table.—Juan and Friars enter with him. J 


Girls, what do you ſtay here for ? don't you 
T Ar x 
Leo. That is no reafon we ſhould go; for your 
bufine ſs may be our amuſement. 
Mig. Lam going to try a cauſe, 

Leo. | like to hear a cauſe tried of all things. 
2 But it is about carrying a lady away by 


Les Oh! that muſt be intereſſ ing: I am 
determined to ſtay now. ke ”0 

Mig. There it is: whenever a cauſa, comes on 
where ſomething improper is expected to be brought 
forward, the crier may bawl out, Ladies, leave 
the court,” till he croaks like a raven; but the 
devil a woman will budge from her place. 

Leo. You are a very ſcandalous man, Guardy ; 
and to ſhow you how unjuſt you are, we'll with- 
draw. Come along, Vileus, | [Exenne. 

C2 Mig. 
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Mg. Poor things they are fadly baulked. Well, 
let me hear what this proceeding has been: where 
is the chief evidence ? 

- 1} Friar. Evidence, my Lord! We preſumed 
that every thing of which the Holy Inquiſition took 
cognizance was enveloped in fecrefy. | 


Mig. You did, did you? Then let me tell you, 


that it you come to me for juſtice, you ſhall fee her 
in open day-light ; for though ſhe is blind herſelf, 
the is not a hamed of being viewed by the whole 
world; and thoſe who pretend that the likes dark- 
neſs beſt, are defirous to palm off fome baſe counter- 
teit in her place: ſo let the witneſſes ſtand forward, 
and bring in the accuſed. 


Duſhingron enters, guarded by Officers of the In- 
guiſitian. 


Daf. Well, and who are you ? 
| Mig. Whoami } My friend, you ſeem to have 
changed places with me: that may be a very proper 
_ queſtion from the judge to the prifoner, but I never 

heard f irs being put by the priſoner to the judge. 

So be fo kind tell me who are you? 

Daſh. Does t ny habit ſpeak for me? 
Mg. Not very intelligibly : it is one that com- 
mands reſpect from all, when worn by him who 
himfelf reſpects it; but a ſtain on that habit is more 
eff. nfive than on any other: the purer the garment, 
the fouler do ſpots appear on it. | 

Daſh. Very true: but don't look fo devilith four; 
you frown moſt fcrocioufly. 


Mig. Frown moſt fcroci-uily ! why, if I do, | 


you don't feem muck terrified at it. But | admit 
your cenſure ; mildneſs alone becomes the feat of 
jaltice; the judge and the exccutioner ſhould _ 


4 


rr 
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g. I, |, II Why, what a volley of I's is 
— You are as eager as a ſhoal 
porpoiſes to devour your wounded fellow. 

1% Friar: No fellow of ours; we diſclaim him; 
is a wolf in ſheep's clothing. | 

Mig. And what are you? If you are one of 
flock, I am fure you are a fierce old ram, and 
great deal more miſchievous than the wolf, 


if . 
= of 


ave to the Pope's tiara : I put 


: a very innocent device, upon my ſoul l 
Dat. Was n't it ? | knew you'd think ſo; you 
are a liberal. man, my Lord, that can make allow- 
ances. + Thoſe fellows ſeem to conſider the grounds 
of a nunnery as their own manor, and want to puniſh 
as poachers all gentlemen who go there in purſuic of 
their own game. | | 
Mig. A mighty hard cafe, indeed, that a gentle- 
man can't purſue his own game for yon. WE 
Daf. Ay, there now, a'n't you athamed of your- 
ſelves? But, my Lord, I did not go on ſport of my 
own, but mereiy to aid a friend. 
Mig. There, you ſee the gentleman did not go 
on his own account, bet merely to aſſiſt a * 
3 | Cily 


* 


7 


= ar a enen! 


Well, fo you and your friend between you, have 
— r 


— A few! only one, my Lord, upon my. h- 


e Only one! how moderate ! 

Daſh IL 
lady whoſe heart was devoted to him, as his to 
Ce whom mtr ects ire fans we 
than death. 

Mig. _—_— and ſo they want to puniſſi 


you merely for faving your friend's life? How 
ſhocking ! 5 


Mig. Yes, yes, and now—— 
Pai. I ſuppoſe l may go? 

. N I am a little puzzled. 
Daſh. About what, my Lord? 
_ Your caſe. It docs not appear quite clear 


Doft. What! „ 
M z it does not appear quite clear to me, 
whether the Holy Office will ſentence you for = _ 

little friendly tranſaction. 
Daf. Hi. ly Office, my Lord ſentence me ! 
Yes; whether it will ſentence you to be 
4E the whek or to die at the ſtake. 

Daſh Broke on the wheel !—die at the ſtake! 

Mig. Ves; I declare I hav. nor a notion which. 

Lat. Oh, you are ji king: ha! ha! ha! it is 
devilith droll of you. Broke on the wheel! die at 
the ſtake ! ha ha! how comical ! 

Mig. No, not very ; way, þ I am uncenain which, 
. . 


Daſh, 
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Daſh. Lord! you ſhould not mention ſuch horri- 
ble things, even in jeſt : I declare | feel hot and 
aching all aver at the bare idea. | 

Mig. Upon my life I don't wonder at it. Leave 
your priſoner with me, I'll report him : officers take 
Daſh My Lord, WS mot For Heaven's 
don t leave me in this ſtate of perplexity. Oh, 
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Oh! what a moit horrid ſenſation 
I feel at this terrible minute 

A curſe on this fame · lovintz nation, 
That I ſhould be ever caught in it. 


WHAT A BLUNDER! 


The bent of the mind 

From its pleaſures we find; 
And what is a Spaniard's delight ? 

Why his great holiday, 

Is an aute fe, 


Ah! ſhortly there ll be 
A blaze made of me, 
At ſome joyful event's celebration: 
On a feſtival night 
They M ſet me alight 
To make part of a grand "lamination. 


The national taſte 
In horror is plac'd, 


Their Eſeuriab s a ſymbel of malice 


They, plaioly toprove _ 
For torture their love, 


In a gridiron's ſhape built a palace. „ 


For a fault er fo ſmall, 
Or for no fault at all, 


Here a man dies the death of a finger 4+ 


As goſpel dis true, 
He'll be burn d for a Jew 
Who cannot cat pork for his dinner. 


What an idiot was I 
Dear England to fly, 


V dere (ood humour ſo juitly is boaſted ; 


Oh, curſe on ſuch fo k 
As can't take a joke » 
Here muſt I for a frolic be roaſted. 


[Exit guarded. 
\ SCENE 
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4 Cave. 
Two Robbers enter. 


aft Rob. Does the women we brought home yeſ- 
RR O03 is wie 
24 Reb. Not a bit. 


? | 
Damn it ! ſome people can 


2d Reb. Very true; but you know an ill 
goes a uith prejudiced people ; 
| S 
I cal} bim robber inſtead of conqueror, and 

18 


woman, or ſhe would ſurely 7 when the was 
well off. What can you find our from her? 

4 Rob. That her name is Angelina, the wife of 
Count Alphonſo 


no run away from her, but ſhe would have 


from him: this accounts for her diflike to 


| P \ 
wur a undes! 


preference. 
But to buſineſs : it is fixed that we ſhall 


Pent within this cavern drear, 
Captive of a ruffan crew; 

Startled at each ſound I beer, 
Shudd"ring at each face] view; 

In dread I paſs the gloomy day, 


And weep the ſiecplcis night away. 
Ere I mourn' d a ſate fo dire, 

Sorrow was an inmate here; 
Still her beams of heavenly fre, 
Hope diſplay'd my breatt to cheer. 
The gladd'ning ray ſhe new denier, 


For dirmm'd is hope when ret dom dies. 


Au 


C 


Jaquelina, Angelina, and Captain of Rebbers. 


Jag. and Ang. Compaſſion to our woes impart, 
| Nor vainly let us ſue : 
The breaſt that owns a valiant heart, 
Is (ti]] to pity true, 
Think not that my cars affailing 
- You my rugged heart can move. 
Jay. and Ang. Kindly grant us freedoms blefling, 
Capt. Vain is all this carnett preſſing. 


33 — wRAT A tuns! 


Jag and Ax. Joys that flow from mercy prove. 
Capt, Ne'er ſuch wenkneſs will I prove. 
Learn that I drew my infant breath 
Within the robber's cave ; 
And when too young to deal out death, 
I dug the dead man's grave. 
Then think you that a woman tear 
Can make this boſom feel? / 
Im dead to pity as to fear, 
My heart is cas d with ſteel. 


CHORUS. 

Then think you that a woman's te 
Can make our boſom's feel > 

Were dcad ty pity as to tear, 

Our beate are cad with ſteel. 

Jag. and Any. Be ſoften'd by. a woman's tear, 

PET And for our ſorrow's feel; 

To pity wake, though dead to fear, 


— 
SCENE III. 
Miguel's Houſe,—Leonora and Don Miguel enter. 


3322 
ke. Hom th 


Well, 60 wee of dies 2 
bi That — 


Mig. 


o 
= a. * a * 4a * 
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inſt her cou- 


For ſurely it is 6 greater 


— — 
into a convent 


lady 


1 gy + 
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do now; there is 


* 


a dear Guard 


hat | will exert all wy incereft—ts 


| fea. What - What ? 


Only impriſoned for life. 


$ 


7 
1 


＋ 


Mig 


2 


Les. 


Lee. 
lit cl 
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is. Scamper away as fuſt as he can. . 
— Oh, you dear good creature !—]'1] go to him 


? No, no, on ſecond 


Again my abſent love to meet, 
Severeſt toil with joy Pd greet ; 

At noon through Afric's ſands I'd ga, 

At midnight pace the realms of ſnow. 


* 


Vea. Impriſoned for life :=ſo far 5 
ſay from me / 8 


What 


'»% 
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When found, ſuch rapture would be mine 
As words can nc er reveal; 
For ah ! the blifs of love divine 

The heart can only feel. 


your: ; and when l offered you — were you 
mean enough r to the frivolous 
1 Pie, be. I thought more no- 


Daſh. 11 DRIRFR-baRER JENA 5 
to follow her inclinations. her huſband's claims are 


My dear — you have hit it exaQly, 
w# 


not ſuch an object as » Ry 1 
inn by one with a pair of 


Daſh — hs a td 
ehe world over. 


* 


ment. 
Tal To my ſhame, I own, by my indiſeretion. 


1 
13 
8 
1 
Mn 
3 
a 
s 
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Les. But how was he acquainted with our attach - 


You remeber at our 


kindly fixed 


2 Yes, yee—how | vepen my weakneſs 
Baſineſs i called me ſome 


to you. 
Daſh But that I had unluckily diſcovered. = 
Leo. What became of your adverfary ? Was he 


burt? 
Dafhi. Tes: —I pinked him a little. But fuppo- 
N I learned that he was immediately - 


removed in a litter, and what became of him | know 


not. 

Leo. He is dead. 
42 What, — Ao 61 
: "mn : 


... No; and you are now in the houſe of his 


44 wHar a PLonenf N 


| Daſh. The devil I am! What, then the old 

le an who was 2 linle puzakd whether þ 
Nel de broke on the wheel, or die ac the flake, 
is his farber? 

Leo. Yes. 

\ DA. Oh, then, I dre fear hel foun makeup 
m 
= we 0 Bully eines to. nu gon 
2 vov b ve the power ; for ſhould 

bern that on ave the murderer of his 


What do I hear ? err 


Oh villain! What a it is that | 
fill in my power — bbs Amy 


Officers enter.) on” — 


—Oh, 1 Well, though I 


, An is RR 


ig. From my fight this moment bear kim. 
Daſh. Now I fear I'm quite undone. 
Les. You intended, Sir, to ſpare him. 
Mig. What ! the man who kilPd my foo } 
Daſh. Sir, my nature is not bloody. 

Mig Take away that tiger whelp. 
| Daſh. He pok d me quite through the body. 
Leo. What he did he could not help. 
Daſh. Bleſs me, Sir, you're vaſtly cruel, 
Mig To revenge a murder'd for ! 

Daf.) He fell fairly in a duel, 
- 1 


IV. 


.& COMIC OPERA. 
| Migs How can you plead for the villain? 
would rather far be hang'd. " 
Mig. Zouns! you but increaſe my paſſion, 


And it ſhall be at the ſtake. 
Laa Hear me plerd for juſtice fake. 

Vil no longer be harangy'd. 
La Sir, let mercy temper paſſion, 

And with patience be harangu d. 


Let it net be at the ſtake. 


Les. Sir, I plead for juſtice ſake, 


 Bofk. If I die your fon for killing, 
Daſh, Wedded to my country's faſhion, 


4 Fee. A violent Storm. 


i 


Ht 


111111. 


Vp 


15 


every man is every 


+ is one's own woman, 


i for 
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Refi of 


SCENE V. 
to that part of the Foreſt where Alphonſo's 


Over- 


their horrrid 


| eſcaped them. 
fight from 


in my 


| muſt again 


been forced thicher, 


ſupports 24 TO 


have 


ands.—Storm 


ft 


ret: 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 
| A Dungeon, —— 


Paingon, inthe Semarre Habs ee. 


with Juan. 


as-* 


Tuan. 


W ELL, here you are, ſafely lodged, and pro- 
perly habited You have helped me into a new poſt, 
for I am appointed one of Don Miguel's officers ; and 
2 | 4 
7. my friend. 
pt wel gre 4m lence is parricularly ate on by 
4 holy and merciful Inquiſition, wack priſoner 
you have the happineſs to noiſe, 
or by virtue of my office, I mult be under the necef- 
ſity of exerciſing wholeſome chaſtifement. Take my 
hint—make yourſelf comfortable, and don't be cla- 
clamorous, Having now faid all that is neceſſary, 
remember our converſation, in future, 7 be in 
dumb ſhow. Exit Juan. 
Dae O Lord, O Lord! 1 have rought my 
adventures to a pretty * — 
cut 


80 _ what A BLUNDER! 
curſed blockhead have I been, to play 
in a country where there is this 


that were the worſt part oft ba, 
would let me out alive, and with whole bones, I 
would be contemed to do penance in this pretty 
veſlment, up St. James's Street id Street, 
for the reſt of my life. Nay, t be no 
| nt, for | dare ſwear, as 1s queer 
coat was ſees there, it — ugly. 
women, 
Þ Ingui- 
ſition; and for a whole Ae 
wonld be voted 8 the devil 
Forifire pattern — But bere am I in this 
black hole, and my only be to a 
bundle of faggots, where I and m _ will be 
turned into cinders and tinder. curſe ir! 


_— Never £2 expect to make 
tar no (Ne miſe wo? 

? (Noife again) wy are coming 
for me. They don't keep me in ſuſpenſe.— 
4 curſe ir! what a pity that 22 


riſhing ſhoot, in full vigour, ſhould be condemn- 


ed for fire-wood ! r 
the wall is opened ) — Ah, they are here; it is all 


over with me! 


_ Rebbers, with -ca.ttion, not ſeeing Daſh- L 


ington. 


1 Rob. Hab! huſh! tread ſoftly. 
Dat Oh, you need nor ſtand upon ceremony. 
1% Rob. We ſhall ſoon finith the bufineks 


N 


ſuch 


9 


OPERA, 


A COMIC 


ds 


. 


the 


Def. To 


24 
want tu be 


ell, 


Tes, but that will not content you; you 


+ thall; we mean 
y quiet, that they may 


you 


W 


to take him and a his fa 


* WHAT A BLUNDER! 


awk ard way Tn my joy for the preſern- 
tion of my own. 

1 Reb. Stay where you are, then, and well 
ſoon diſpatch —— 

Daſh. Nor fo faſt—l will neither cut throats my- 


ſelf, nor fuffer them to l. cut by others, without . 


doing all } can to roufe their owners to look after 
them. PII try, 
ferve other people s.—Holloa !—- Murder !—Rob- 
bers !—Murder ! | 

1% Rob. Silence, villain !==The houſe will be 
alarmed !—geize him! gag bim! and bear him with 
us. We will make you rue this outcry. 

Tuan. (Without. ) "What the devil do you make 
ol thee bawling about? Did not 1 tel] you tote 

? 

1 Reb, Make haſte !--Cloſe the entrance, or 

we are diſcovered and ruined. (48 the Robbers are 


5 Oh, n oh. Lords What, is all this? 
See, a parce TI 
through the wall —He's a forcerer, as 


r 


Murder! Devils! Help! _ 
Des Miguel and Officers enter. 


real Wust is the fellow fo frightened at? 
Where Is ycur priſoner ? 


yu ; 


therefore, if my windpipe can pre- 


= ©) Wi Fd D699 ++», wn nd © hn in ao 


What are you making this uproar about? 


mm nM oo 
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Mig. What does the 
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* 


2 


ifoner 


1 


Mig. Speak, villain ! 
in F will. You mult 2 
rn that I locked the 


181 


Tam, is + few 


lte 
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1 7 


3 1 mall ne- 


N 
HE 


Ive what did 


have tu 


the longeſt day I h 
22 in a flame of 
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your villainy. 
4 leave 


e 
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DUET and cuorus.—Den Miguel, Juan, and 


Mig. 


Juan. 


Show ſome pity to me, pray, Sir? 

Here you certainly ſhall ſtay, Sir. 

Oh, my Lord! *twill be my death. 

Shall 2 dolt like you deceive me 

What Pve faid is true, believe me. 

You as well may ſpare your breath. 

Pl ſhow you, you knave, how I puniſh deceit. 

Let him here be locked up, and have nothing to eat. 

To be kept without food vil not puniſh me much; 

m in too great a fright, Sir, one morſe! to touch 
As the prie'ner you fay, | 


Was by fiends borne away; 


But ſuppoſe it their whim 
To take me to him, 
Think what will become of me then. 


Mig. (To Off.) Let no one come here 


Juan. 


As my vengeance you fear, 
Till I myſelf open the door. 
Then poor I ſhall be found | < 
Dead with fright on the ground, 
If Pm not whiſked 2vay long before. 


Chorus of Officers. 


No one ſhall come here 
(We to duty adhere), 
Zreunt, kaving Juan 
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his to whom he gave your ho- 


call ro Heaven to witneſs 


illain periſh ; far if ever 
uy Te IEG 
word or look, char tpoke 


not, as faithlefs, her whole 


orid combined to load thee with ite hate, 
to thee with increaſing fondneſs ; 
w preſſed on thy brain too great 
8333 would tend thee in the cell of 
madneſs, and even there derive more ecttaſy from 
one kind wp in the tranſient intervals of ſenſe, 
than all the un ruffled pleaſures that the world with- 
en thee cog allied | | 
Alph. Ha! ha! ha! Oh, how finely does wo- 
man's glowing fancy picture the charms of e 
while her warm baſom mocks the ideal bliſs, and 
8 lover !— Angelina — Woman 


| denial and to 3 .—My heart is ehilled - heart 


I? that I fiace 
£44 17 No, no, long gave you—you 


„ falſe woman, what will avail 


has Leen thy love; her who, if 


A 


188 8 ASS 6 ot 878. 228 


111711 1151775 
Ht 11 
2 112 
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>= 


here— 
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. 


diſcovered, 


people are thrown at one ano- 


, —_ 
— 


ery | 


den How ola 
ther in this ſtrange world To meet you 


ny fo 
„ 
5 


14 


tears. 
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Jag. Don't hefitate—conſider 'tis our only means 


of eſca 
True —well.— do you follow me—but I 
ily wiſh | may be lucky enough to find any other 
hole to creep out. | | [Exit, 


SonG.—Jaquelina. 

Oh, ſhould I eſcape from this place full of woe, 
And joyful preſages ariſc in my hreaſt, 

Such tranſport I then ſhall be fated to know, 
That ſure I ſhall be of all mortals moſt bleſt. 

Can pleaſure be pictur d, their joys to exceed, 
Who freedom's dear ble ſſings ſecurely retain ? 

Yes, ſweeter their bliſs, who from bondage are freed, 
And liberty, loit to them, welcome agaia. 

5 [Exit, 


de . * , * „ 


SCENE IV. 


The Dungeon, —Jvan diſcovered. 


I believe I am ſafe yet.— Oh that I may continue 
ſo !-—May be the devils don't think me worth fetch- 
ing. I pray heartily they may hold in that mind. 
Never ſhall I forget the frightful fight. I have not 
courage yet to look to the fide of „6 


95 


A 


Tin 
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ie Il were to ſtay here for a"year, I 
= not take a wink of » om 


Daſh. But the little lee 1 


am not at all convinced will be ſetiled to my ſatis- 
faction —W ho have we here 7 Some poor devil! 
Juan. | am no devil, and I wiſh to have nothing 
todo with devils---Ob.!---Oht ! 
Daff. Look up. 
+ "- AI POE, 
Look up, my 


— A 


Juan. Don't think . Belzebub--- 


I defy the devil and all his works. 


Miguel and Officers enter. 


Mig. Now | ſhall ſee if this fellow can't give a 
bzutcr account. —Hey ! what's here ?---W hy, this is 
ſarcery with a witnefs. A woman too W bat, 


Signor Canjuror, you find you did not like ſolitary 


| _— and fl. w away — yourſelf a com- 
panion ? 


5 


Re tis place, or u hate my Lord, to remove 


or at leaſt conduct hte pI | a 


6a WHAT a BLUNDER! 
as 


n 


r ——— 
ing throug wa conclude you will be 
jul as fie 


in onc place as another.—So come with 


me, and let me know the particylars of this cxtraor- 
dinary tracſaQtion ; and you blockhead, (To Juan.) 
vou may come. too. Pray, Sir, (To Dathington. } 
walk before me, that if you do take it into your head 
to vanith again, I may at leaft have the pleaſure of 


ib » 


SCENE V. 


? 


Angelina enters ſupported by Sir Sturdy O'Tremor.. 


* . 


Lim, I night ftill convince him of my innocence. 


Heaven's hand- writing. 


Daſh- 


K * 4 


. Oh my failing ſtrength !---Could 1 follow 


Sir Stur. And is it that he doubes ?---Oh, whats | 
miſbe lie ver he mutt be !---Why, the man that cant 
read innocence in that ſweet face, knows nothing of 


PE 658989895. 


EY ST 6 Ss _ 


2 
* 
of 
* 


iy expefts you ; fo make 

Sir Seuy. But this lady needs protection. 
. Mine is devoted to her. There is one of 
conduct you to your miſtreſs, 


Ang. You are truly generous ; but indeed ic 
grieves me much to treſpaſs thus. You are bur- 
d:ned with a being whoſe mind is rent with agony, 


and whole frame is enfeebled with fatigue and an 


ich. 
— Take comfort, Midam, and hope for hap- 
pineſs; lean on my arm, and let ue condudl you to 
afery and repoſe. 
Arg. 
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TE 


1 


Il 


F 
74 


T 
Lig: 


thaught this wild-looking 


curb your paſſiuns, zou may depend en it they will 
injure your healch. - 

Len. Heavens! my ſiſter! 

A g. My deareſt Leonora! 


akered are your bufband s looks! 


Altered, indec 4. my filter | ſome dreadfut 


error has poſſe flion of his mind. 
al. Error! Ob., ſhameleſs. woman! Can it be 
error now? there ſtands the author. and proclaimer 


% 


of your infamy. 


1 


| Nees con wine for me; wes al hiv 
wa. | 


et beheld his face. 


Da Give me leave, Sir, to ſay, that you are a 


matt incompre henfible gentleman. I am ready io 
mit, that on a certain ſtormy day, when 1 


* 


LL 


would be falling foul of fomebody. Sir, if you don't 


Leo. But whence this fury and diſtraction? Hos 
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2 more communicative 
ought to have 1 but de- 
vils fly away wich me in reality, if . 
8 Na 
Lade & Eee . . 
| 2%. And who but the is owner of that name? 
Daſh. Why, that lady, is n't ſhe? (Pei to 
Leonora.) Pray, Ma'am, is n't your name in 
d'Efparzu ? 


Leg. No; that is my fitter's name, the wife of Don 


Da Wien here is a buſineſs! Aml | 
awake, or is this all a dream? Did l, or did I nor, 
* fee you at Madrid ? 

Leo. You did; while I was on a viſit to my ſiſter, 
during Don oy; 
f begin » fad that I have 
n The houſe, Ma- 
E —. I ˙ 


great 
you fee it was all a miſtake. 
All. But whence could this miſtake ariſe ? 


a; 


_ 

A — 11 | 
blame, (To Angelina.) that 
huſband gentleman as ever 
1 a rd. The moment 


il 
114 


r 
a 


Den Mic un T entere. 


Mig. So | have found you out at laſt, and Il am 

happy to tell you, that thoſe deſperate ruſſians whom 
you (To Daſhington.) hindered from cutting our 
throats, are all in fafe cuſlody. But what do you 
ſtay here fo long for? There is a deviliſh good din- 
ner ready ; ſo come in, and be jolly. 


Leo. We have diſcovered the error, Sir, which 


led us to ſuppoſe that this gentleman had encoun- 
_ tered your fan. pe I 

Mig. Why, I was ſure it muſt turn out a miſ- 
take ; for i have it under my fon's own hand that 
he is at Lima, and intends to remain there; and L 
am not forry to find that he has taken himſelf a 


. 


wife 


: vour to aſk, which is, that you will relinquiſh your 


. Would it? Why, then, I have the ſatisſac- 


roughly of your character and fortune ; with both 
which he is now perfectly ſatisfied. | 


Leo. Now, my dear Guardy, I have but one fa- 


office, and ceaſe to be an Inquiſitor. 


"ſyitem of true philanthopy— 
doiag good, but alfo 
prevent the evil deſigns of others — nat 
ve the helpleſs 


FINALE. 
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From ſorrow and perils tormenting, 
Since now we are happily free, 

" Our pleaſure in harmony venting, 
Let s pour forth the numbers of glee, 


So merri y, merrily finging 3; 
Let joy's ſprightly ſound | 
Be waſted around, 
While the bel are ſo memily ringing, 


What tranſport ! misfoctunes ideal, 
And ſpringing from error to find ! 
If you to our errors prove kind. 


Then menity, menity, &%. 
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